




£ed. Mail D #//, honed Dull, to our (port away. Exit, 

Enter Ladies,, 

Qu. Sweethearts we ffiallbe rich ere we depart, 

If fairings come thus plentifully in. 

A Lady wal’d about with Diamonds ; Looke you, what I haue. 
from the Louing King. 

Rofa, Madam, came nothing elfc along with that ? 

Nothing but this : yes as much louc in Rime., 

A s would becram’dvp in a Iheet of paper 
Writ on both fidcs the leate, mar gent and all. 

That he was faine to feale on Cupids name. 

^ Rofa. Thatwas the way to make his God-head Wax S' 

For he hath beene fiue thoufand yeeres a Boy. 

Kath. I, and a fhrcwd vnhappic gallovves too. 

Rof. You’ll necre be friends with him, akild yourfifter, 
Kath. Hemadcher melancholy, fad , and heauy, and fo 
file died : had fiie beenc Light like you, of fuch a mcrric nimble 
fiirring fpiric, file might a bin a Grandam crc (lie died. Andfo 
may you ; For alight heart liucs long. 

Rof. What’s your darke meaning raoufe, of tills light word i 
Kat. A light condition in a bemtic darke. 

Rofe. We need more light to finde your meaning out. 

Kat, You’Jl marre the liglit by taking it in fnufFcs 
Therefore lie darkely end the argument. 

Ref, Look what you doe, you doe it ftill i’th darke. 

Kat, So do not you, for you arc a light Wench. 

Rof. Indeed I waigh not you, and.therefcre light. 

Ka, You waigh me not, Qthac’$,you care not for me, 

Rof. Great reafon : for paft care, is ftill paft cure. 

Oh. Well bandied boch, afet of Wit well played a 
But [iofaline, you haue a fauour too.; 

Who fent it .? and what is it..? 

Rof. I would you knew 
And if ray face were but as hire as yours, 

My Fauour were asgreat,bc witnefle this. 

Nay, 1 haue verfes too, I thankc Berownc, 

The numbers true, and were the nutnbring too> 
i'w.cie thefaireft GoddclTc on the ground. 



william Shakespeare Love’s Labour’s Lost (stc 22295) 


Louts Labours lap. 

T am compar’d to twenty thoufand fairs. 

O he hath drawn® my pi^ure in his letter. 

§fr tShin the letters, nothing inthepraife. 
Beauteous , as Incke good conchihon. 

if Ware p«.r,l S .Ho« ; L« me not dicyour d*tor, 
Mv red Dominican, my golden Letter. 

° g“ y AP IbdfarewaU Shroww 
Bk Katherine, what was fent to you 
From faiie Duma'mc'i 

Kat. Madame, tbisGloue. _ 
c) u . Did he not fend you twame? 

Kat. Yes Madame and rooreouer. 

Some thoufand Verfes of a faithfullLouer. 

A hugetranfiation of Hypocriue, 

Vildly compiled, profound firopliciac. 

Mar. This,and thefc Pearls, to me fent Lengautie. 
The Letter is too long by halfc a mile 

Oh. I thinke no Idle : doft thou wifh in hear t 
The Chaine were Longer, and the Letter fliort. 

Mar. I , or I would thefe hands might neuer part. 
G)uee. We are wife g«le s to mocke our Loucrs fo. 

Rof. They are worfe fooles to purchafe mocking 10 . 
That fame Berowne ile torture ere I goe. 

€> that I knew he were but in by th’weeke , 

How 1 wouldmake him fawne, andbegge, analceKC, 
And waite the feafon, and obferue the times. 

And fpend his prodigall witsin booties rimes. 

And fhape his feruice wholly to my dcuice, 

And make him proud , to make me proud that lefts. 

So pertaunt like would I o’refway his ftate, 

That he Ihould be my foole, and I his fate, 

Oh. None are fo furely caught, when they are catcht, 
As wit turn’d foole, follic in Wifdomc hatch’d .* 

Hath wifdomes warrant, and the helpc of Schoole, 

And Wits one grace to grace a learned Foole .? 





